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leaped into drama, terror and beauty. Nevertheless,
I was glad when it was six o'clock and I could get out
into the air again and totter to the car.

You cannot say of things of this kind that they are
good or bad unless you refer them to some particular
background and some standard of judgment. Now,
considered as a performance by a number of wood-
carvers, potters, artisans and workmen, in a remote
Bavarian village, the Passion Play, attempting as it
does to put on the stage, with every semblance of
reality, the most famous scenes in the world's history
or legend, is an astounding achievement. If you came
across it, by accident, you would never stop talking
about it, just as the fortunate travellers who wan-
dered into these parts a hundred years ago could
not stop talking about it. Unfortunately, it has been
talked about, written about, pictured and photo-
graphed, too often, and now, when it is an inter-
national event, with a vast Press, you have the right
to judge it from a very different standpoint. Judged
then as one of the great events of 1930, an affair
that has diverted tourist traffic all the way from San
Francisco, Vas called out special trains, airplanes,
buses, ships, the most talked-of, written-up play of the
year, performed in a theatre that holds over five thou-
sand people and demands the equivalent of a pound
for most of its seats, judged from this standpoint, I
say, it is not good enough. It has ceased to be an
affair of a few unsophisticated peasants acting in order
to fulfil a vow, and on the other hand, it is not a first-